cannot be solved by talk. Here, for instance, is an old
fellow of 26 who writes: "Who am I that sits here and is
doomed like all living things to die?J'
This is the form the beautiful saying of Ecclesiastes
takes today. And in the same way everything more or less
brilliant is distorted by the idlers and drivellers, to whom,
in the final analysis, nothing in the world is more interest-
ing than  their  own corns. In fact, one of them literally
writes:   "We build  universities and colleges, but we have
not   learned   to cure  a simple corn/J Another,  divinely
majestic,  proclaims:  "Reality has parted ways with me,,
it has not understood me/J Just imagine the cruelty of
this  capricious reality! The individuality of the philistim
is degenerating; and his thoughts arc degenerating,, cluttered
up with rubbish and poisoned by a sordid way of life. A crafty
money-grabber, usurer, slave to wealth and, in the past,
a builder of the iron cage of the state, the philistine has
become a dwarf.
But tiny as he is, he is noxious, just as dust and tie
exhalations of marshes and the vapours of decaying organic
matter are noxious. There are plenty of poisonous admix-
tures in the air we breathe. This is very harmful, and it
must be fought in "never-ceasing combat/' It would he
well to write a history of culture as the history of the de-
cay of the individual, as a description of its path towards
death, and as a history of the rise of the new individual,
which is assuming organic form in the fire of the concen-
trated energy'' of the builders of a new world.